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PREFACE 


Most of our modern songs are like mushrooms. They 
come to life one day, they make a hit the next day; they 
die and are forgotten by the third. Not so with some of 
the old-timers that have set so many hearts and feet 
a-pattering simultaneously. These are the songs that, like 
the pyramids, will stand forever. 

It has been the idea in the following First Part to mix 
a few of these old-time ne’er-to-be-forgotten melodies in 
with the conglomeration of modern blackface crossfire of 
the merrymaking end-men. In the writer’s estimation 
there is not, never was, and probably never will be a tune 
that can be compared to the lively strains of ‘‘ Dixie 
Land” for transmitting a thrill of unexplainable nature 
_ along the sensitive edges of the human spinal column, and 
awakening even in the most dormant soul some sense of 
life and jollity. 

The melodies used have been carefully selected for their 
appealing qualities, their undying popularity and to their 
easy procurement. Any of the airs called for may be 
found in any library, music or book shop. 


CoPYRIGHT, 1924, BY WALTER H. BAKER COMPANY 


Made in U. S. A, 


The Parody eS Minstrel 
First Part 


(Note.—There ts only one correct formation for the 
minstrel company on the stage and that ts the conven- 
tional semicircle. The interlocutor 1s seated in the center, 
the other members being equally divided on either side of 
him. In the following first part four end-men are used, 
two at each end of the semicircle. Minstrel performers 
usually use their own names on the stage, but for the sake 
of convenience the end-men are herein named in alpha- 
betical order, Mr. Albright at the extreme right of the 
circle. Next to himis Mr. Bender. At the extreme left 
of the circle 1s Mr. Dennis, while next to him is Mr. 
Cater. Right and left stage is always to the right or to 
the left of the actor as he faces the audience. The 
director should use his own judgment in the introduction 
of dancing, etc., as he knows best the ability and talent of 
his respective performers.) 


(While the curtain is still lowered the opening chorus 
begins, the entire company standing before their chairs. 
The opening chorus is participated in by the entire com- 
pany, using the following words to the ar, “ Dixte 
Land.’’) 

We just got here from the land of cotton, 
Hope we neber be forgotten 


(Curtain starts up.) 


When we’re gone, 
When we’re gone, 
When we’re gone 
To Dixie Land. 


(Curtain up.) 
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From Dixie Land where we blew in from, 
Came up here to help our income— 

Make it grow— 

Make some dough 

With the show 

From Dixie Land. 


(The entire company bang their tambourines on the 
last note and then follow with a snappy rhythmic tam- 
bourine chorus. The tambourines cease suddenly and 
the singing is resumed without interruption.) 


We are all the way from Dixie, 

Hooray! Hooray! 

From Dixie Land we brought the band 
To play some tunes of Dixie; 

Away, away, away down South in Dixie; 
Away, away, away down South in Dixie. 


(Let the “ Dixie” parody fuse into the air of “Auld 
Rye,” using the following words.) 


We're here because we're here, 

Because we're here because we're here, 
We're here because we're here 

Because we're here, because we’re here— 


(Without interruption glide off into “ Comin’ Thro’ the 
Rye,” using the following words.) 


Gosh, we’re happy, oh, so happy, 
We're filled up on rye. 

We're so happy, oh, so happy, 
That’s the reason why— 


f 


(The entire circle stops singing at this point while one 
of the circle ghdes off into the following parody on the 
“Old Oaken Bucket,” and solos the part.) 


The mud covered pond, and the still that stood by it, 
The ace and the rock where we staggered and 
ell— 
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The rye is pure aqua, 
We don’t have to buy it, 
It’s from the rude bucket that hung in the well. 


(This 1s quickly followed by the entire company singing 
the following parody on “ Yankee Doodle” in a peppy 
manner. ) ; 
We'll do our best to bring the smiles 
To faces here before us; 

If we can’t do it with the verse, 
We'll do it with the chorus. 

Clap your hands, we'll keep it up, 
We'll try and make it peppy— 

If we fail, send us to jail, 


Or 


(Stop here abruptly and fuse into “ Carry Me Back to 
Old Virginny.”) 


Carry us back to Old Virciiny. 
That’s where we want to go if we can’t make 
you laugh— 


(Company stops singing here while another soloist 
glides back into “ Dixie Land.” ) 


But we know with all our songs and dances, 
Funny jokes and old-time prances, 

That we can, that we will, that we are, 

By jingo! 

We'll sing some new ones, we’ll sing some old, 
We'll spring some hot ones; oh, we’re bold— 
Oh, my gosh! 

Oh, my gosh! 

Oh, my gosh! 

From Dixie Land. 


(The chorus ts taken up by entire company with a 
crash-bang finish. ) 


So hold your breath, and hold your seats, 
Hooray! Hooray! 
And, hold ’er, Newt, we’re goin’ to shoot 
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The hot stuff right straight at you— 
Away, away, away up here from Dixie; 
Away, away, away up here from Dixie. 


INTERLOCUTOR. Gentlemen, be seated. (The entire 
company sit in unison, placing tambourines at the side of 
their chatrs at same time. The INTERLOCUTOR retains chair 
and addresses Mr. ALBRIGHT.) So we are all gathered 
together again this evening and everybody looks happy. 
How are you this wonderful evening, Mr. Albright? 

Zee I feel in de same class wid a Chinese fire 
Stick. 

Int. That’s a peculiar comparison. What do you 
mean, feeling in the same class with a Chinese fire stick? 

ALBRIGHT. Punk! 

Int. And on a nice night like this? Mr. Bender, I 
hope you are not feeling what this gentleman calls punk? 

BENDER. I don’t know nothin’ ’bout punk, but I do 
know whateber dat man saays am bunk. What I feels 
like de most am a stove lid. 

Int. A what? 

BENDER. De toppermost part ob de stove, de stove lid. 

Int. How do you account for feeling like a stove lid? 

BENDER. I feels like a stove lid ‘cause I’se so doggone 
flat. Man, I’d gib fo’ bits if I were a millyunaire. 

Int. Yes, I think there are a few others who would 
do the same thing. 

BENDER. Yes, sah; an’ if Mr. Cater dere would pay 
back mah two bits I’d gib seventy-five cents to be a. 
millyunaire. 

Cater. Whar yo’ git dat stuff? I ain’t owin’ nobody 
no two bits. I 

Int. Here, here. What’s the trouble, Mr. Cater? 
You seem very easily upset this evening. 

CaTeR. Upset? Dat’s jest de word, jest de word. 
Upset. I guess I got dat way from eatin’ too many apple 
turnobers fo’ dinnah. But I ain’t owin’ no two bits 

Int. Never mind the two bits. And, Mr. Dennis, 
what makes you look so glum? 

Dennis. Yo’ all know what a lamp am? 
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Int. I certainly do. When I was a boy on the farm 
we used lamps, but 

DENNIS. Wall, I feels jest ’zactly like a lamp; a 
common ord’nary lamp. 

Int. I don’t get the connection. Why do you feel 
like a lamp? 

DENNIS. I went to see mah gal las’ night. 

Int. Yes? Did you enjoy a pleasant evening? 

Dennis. I didn’t injoy nothin’ a-tall. She didn’t treat 
me right. She done told me somethin’ that made me mad 
an’ I didn’t stay long, I didn’t. 

Int. What did she say that caused you to leave? 

DENNIS. She said, “ Beat it.” Guess she thought I 
were a egg. 

Int. But you haven’t explained as yet why ‘you feel 
like a lamp. | 

DENNIS. She turned me down, didn’t she? 

ALBRIGHT (interrupting with a loud laugh). Dat’s 
good. Mah, mah. Like a lamp. Say, Mr. White, I bet 
yo’ she turned him down ’cause he smoked. 

BENDER. Maybe it were ’cause he went out too much. 

InT. You seem to have them guessing, Mr. Dennis. 
Now just why does your girl turning you down make you 
feel like a lamp? 

DENNIS. She turned me down account ob me gittin’ 
lit up ebery night. 

INT. (not appearing to understand). Lit up? A man 
in my position is never very familiar with slang —— 

CATER (sarcastically). Bang! 

ALBRIGHT. Whang! 

BENDER. Dang! 

INT. (tgnoring them). And not being familiar with 
said slang I do not quite understand you unless you mean 
to become intoxicated. 

Dennis. It sho’ don’t take yo’ a long time to git 
edjumacated in de ways ob de world. Dat’s jest what I 
means. But listen heah, Mr. White: 


A little moonshine now an’ den 
Am licked up by de best ob men. 
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InT.. Well, I for one am a very strong advocate of 
prohibition. I might say that I even object to the custom 
of christening ships with champagne. 

DENNIS. Dat’s whar yo’ is all wrong, Mr. White; all 
wrong. Don’t yo’ know dere am a pow’ful temp’rance 
lesson c’nected wid dat? 

Int. How can there be a temperance lesson connected 
with christening a ship with intoxicating liquor? 

DENNIS. Well, immejiately aftah de fust bottle ob 
wine de ship takes to water an’ sticks to it eber aftah. 

Int. Very poor illustration. Even the lower animals 
of life have sense enough to leave intoxicants alone. 

Dennis. I don’t know ’bout dat. 

Int. Do you mean to tell me that you know of animals 
addicted to the liquor habit? 

Dennis. Didn’t yo’ eber heah ob a stewed lamb? 

ALBRIGHT. An’ didn’t yo’ eber see a storm brew? 

BENDER. Or de moon git full? 

Int. Wait a minute 

Cater. An’ didn’t yo’ eber see a lot ob hops in a 
dance hall? 

Int. But —— 

DENNIS. An’ were it ungraceful fo’ a man to git half 
shot in a battle? 

Int. You are all getting away from the subject. 
What ts whiskey, anyway? 

ALBRIGHT. ’Bout fo’teen dollahs a qua’t. 

Int. (laughing, rises quickly from chair, advances to- 
ward front center and announces). Mr. Bert Bender will 
favor us with a parody on that old familiar song, “ When 
You and I Were Young, Maggie.” 


(INTERLOCUTOR returns to his seat. The orchestra at 
once plays the introduction. Mr. BENDER, or whoever 
else may be called upon, takes front center, arriving there 
just in time to take up the first note of the song.) 


Song. 


I wandered to-day to the still, Maggie; 
That’s why I’m home so late. 
The smell of the brew made me ill, Maggie, 
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And I could hardly find our gate. 

The sidewalk seemed moving around, Maggie, 
And once it up and at me sprung— 

They don’t make good stuff no more, Maggie, 
Since you and I were young. 


Two bits for a shot just like that, Maggie; 
It burns out the lining of your throat; 
It makes you as loony as a bat, Maggie; 
It’s enough to get your goat. 
But when it’s all that you can get, Maggie, 
How’re you going to wet your tongue’ 
- They don’t make good stuff no more, Maggie, 
Since you and I were young. 


They take dynamite, so they do, Maggie, 

And mix it up with gasoline. 

They stick in quinine, so they do, Maggie, 
That’s what sends you on your bean. 

They put in some ars’nic, they do, Maggie— 
Oh, them leggers should be hung! 

They don’t make good stuff no more, Maggie, 
Since you and I were young. 


(Soloist immediately takes seat and tf applause war- 
rants 1t he may repeat last verse accompanied by entire 
company, 1f desired. As soon as applause subsides Mr. 
ALBRIGHT takes up the dialogue. Care should be taken 
that no lulls occur.) 


ALBRIGHT. Say, Mr. White, I saved a beautiful girl’s 
life dis mawnin’. Oh, she were beautiful. . 

Int. ‘You did? 

ALBRIGHT. Yes, sah. She were de mos’ beautiful girl 
I eber seed. Mmmmm! Baby! She had eyes like de 
stars, an’ hair like de sun, an’ a mouth like a—like a— 
like a 

Dennis. Volcano. 

ALBRIGHT (unconsciously repeating). Like a volcano 
—who said anythin’ bout a volcano? She had a mouth 
like a—like a 
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InT. But you said you saved her life, Mr. Albright. 

ALBRIGHT. So I did, so I did. But dem eyes—dem 
ears—dem nose—dem 

Int. Never mind the artistic description. What we 
want to know is, how did you save her life? 

ALBRIGHT. Wall, yo’ all ’member dat seegar yo’ gib me 
las’ night? 

Int. That was one of my favorite brand. 

ALBRIGHT. Man, yo’ don’t hab to brand dem seegars. 
Dere ain’t nobody goin’ to steal ’em. Wall, I were in de 
lobby ob de (local name) Hotel. 

INT. (surprised). You weren't stopping there? 

ALBRIGHT. I sho were. Fo’ ’bout ten minutes. Any- 
way, I were smoking dat seegar wot yo’ gib me. Pretty 
quick dis girl wot were right ’side ob me said, “ Dat seegar 
am killin’ me.” So I threw de seegar away an’ saved 
her life. 

Int. Why, that was a good cigar. That was a genuine 
Salome cigar. 

ALBRIGHT. A genaline who? 

Int. Salome! Salome! 

ALBRIGHT. Guess I neber met de gen’man. 

Int. She wasn’t a gentleman. She was a woman who 
was carried up a stairs without any clothes on. 

ALBRIGHT. Oh, my! She didn’t hab no clothes on 
a-tall? 

Int. Not a bit. 

ALBRIGHT. She oughter ob been ’shamed ob herself. 
Nothin’ on a-tall? 

Int. No, she had nothing on. 

ALBRIGHT. Why didn’t she slip on de top step or 
somethin’? An’ de name ob dat seegar was de same as 
de woman without no clothes on? 

Int. The same name. 

ALBRIGHT. Ah, now I know, now I know. 

Int. Now you know what? 

ALBRIGHT. Now I know why dat seegar’s wrapper 
were missin’, 

Cater. Mr. White, I done quit smokin’. 

ALBRIGHT. Any particular reason for quitting? 


tS 
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CaTER. Jes’ quit, dat’s all. 

Int. You must have had some reason for quitting. 
Was. it injurious? 

Cater. I don’t ’zactly comerhend dat last ingredient 
on de adverb. 

Int. I asked you if smoking was injurious. In other 
words, was it hurting you? 

Cater. No, sah. But I been smokin’ pretty nigh 
thirty yeahs now an’ I thought dat were long ’nough. 

Int. And after smoking for thirty years you decided 
to quit? 

CaTeR. Yep. I were sittin’ on de porch de odder 
night smokin’ an’ smokin’ an’ watchin’ de moonlight an’ 
de lightnin’ bugs make lightnin’ an’ de katydids what 
didn’t all by mahself alone. All to once I took a puff an’ 
saays to mahself: “ Heah, yo’ fool niggah, don’t yo’ all 
know yo’ been pullin’ on dat pipe fo’ close on to thirty 
yeahs an’ if yo’ ain’t pow’ful keerful yo’ is goin’ to git 
dat habit fastened right onto yo’?”’ 

Int. That’s what I call willpower. 

Cater. Willpower. I ain’t callin’ it no willpower. I 
calls it won’t power. 

BENDER. Say, Mr. White, while Mr. Cater ain’t 
smokin’ kin I ask yo’ somethin’ ? 

INT. Certainly, just so you don’t ask me for money. 

BENDER. I ain’t askin’ nobody no time fo’ no money. 
Anyway de las’ time I asks yo’ fo’ some jack yo’ was 
flatter den a rag carpet. No, sah, I don’t need no money, 
nohow. I’se wuth right now ’tween ninety-eight an’ one 
hunderd dollahs. 

Int. Is that right? So you have in the neighborhood 
of a hundred dollars? 

BENDER. I ain’t sayin’ nothin’ "bout no neighborhood, 
an’ I ain’t sayin’ nothin’ bout me havin’ a hunderd dol- 
lahs. I said ’tween ninety-eight an’ one hunderd dollahs. 
In ane words I got jes’ two bucks. 

Int. You told me last month you had money in the 
bank. 

BENDER. I did den. I had a little balance in de bank 
an’ den I met a won’erful gal an’ got ingaged 
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Int. Ah, love is the dearest thing in the world. 

BENDER. Dearest thing am right. 

Int. Love makes the world go around. 

BENDER. Uh, uh; dat’s what made mah bank balance 
go flewy. 

Int. How do you account for that? 

BENDER. Why, love made de world go roun’ so fast I 
done lost mah balance. 

Int. What was it you wanted to ask me? 

BENDER. Am yo’ all ready? 

Int. All ready. 

BENDER. Den heah goes. Did yo’ eber heah de story 
*bout de two holes in de groun’? 

Int. That’s old. I suppose I’m to say, “ No,” and 
then you reply, “ Too deep?” 

BENDER. Nope, dat ain’t it a-tall. 

Int. No? Then I haven’t heard the story about the 
two holes in the ground. 

BENDER. Well, well! 

INT. (rising and stepping down stage as beforé). 
“Love’s Old Sweet Song,” by Mr. George Leyman. 


(INTERLOCUTOR returns to seat. Soloist rises and 
reaches center just 1n time to sing.) 


Song. 


Once in the dear dead days beyond recall, 
When on the world the mists began to fall, 

Out of the dreams that rose in happy throng, 
Low to our hearts love sang an old sweet song; 
And in the dusk, where fell the firelight gleams, 
Softly it wove itself into our dreams. 


(Solotst sings chorus while three other members, tenor, 
baritone and bass, hum in harmony. They do not rise 
from their chairs while humming. Soloist sings verse 
without their accompaniment.) 


Chorus. 


Just a song at twilight, when the lights are low, 
And the flick’ring shadows softly come and go; 
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Tho’ the heart be weary, sad the day and long, 
Still to us at twilight comes love’s old song, 
Comes love’s old sweet song. 


Verse. 


Even to-day we hear love’s song of yore, 
Deep in our hearts it dwells forevermore, 
Footsteps may falter, weary grow the way, 
Still we can hear it at the close of day; 

So till the end, when life’s dim shadows fall, 
Love will be found the sweetest song of all. 


(Chorus repeated same as before. If encore ts called 
for repeat chorus. At fimsh soloist resumes seat while 
DENNIS quickly takes up dialogue.) 


Dennis. S-s-say, Mr. White, dat’s a won’erful song, 
dat am. 

Int. Yes, that is a song that will live forever. 

Dennis. It ain’t goin’ live fo’eber if dat gen’man 
sings it very much. 

Int. Why do you say it will not live forever if Mr. 
Leyman continues to sing it? 

Dennis. Why, man, he jest ‘bout murdered it. 
Why —— 

Int. Why, you surprise me. I think Mr. Leyman is 
entitled to a lot of credit. 

Dennis. Huh! He couldn’t git no credit no place in 
our town. 

Int. So you were acquainted with the gentleman in 
your town? 

Dennis. I should laugh out loud we was. We went 
to diff’rent school togedder an’ do yo’ know he were de 
dumbes’, de mos’ igerant, de mos’ 

Int. Never mind the gossip. Speaking of singing, do 
you know that Mr. Leyman has had his voice cultivated ? 

DENNIS. Culivated? 

Int. Yes, cultivated. 

Dennis. Culivated! Culivated! Well, well! Did 
yo’ say culivated ? 

Int. Yes, I said cultivated. 
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Dennis. It don’t need no culivatin’,. What it needs 
am to be plowed up. It drags too much. 

Int. You are certainly offering some sarcastic re- 
marks. I never heard of you winning any medals for 
singing. 

Dennis. Yo’ didn’t? 

Int. No, I didn’t. 

Dennis. Why didn’t yo’? 

Int. Why? 

DENNIS. Yes, why; wasn’t it? 

Int. Wasn't what? 

DENNIs. It. 

Int. Say, what in the world are you talking about? 

Dennis. I don’t know. Jest talkin’ to heah mah face 
rattle, dat’s all. So yo’ neber heared ob me gittin’ any 
medals fo’ singin’, eh? 

InT. No, I never heard of you getting any medals for 
- singing. 

DENNIS. Well, I sho did. 

Int. Tell us about it. 

DENNIS. Got two ob ’em. 

Int. Two medals for singing? 

Dennis. Uh, uh. A tin one fo’ singin’ an’ a gold one 
fo’ quittin’. 

Int. Was that right? 

Dennis. No, sah, it weren’t right but I took ’em no- 
how. I used to sing in de choir. 

Int. I'll bet you did. * 

DENNIS. Bet yo’ fo’ dollahs I used to sing in de choir. 
But jest as soon as dey foun’ out what was de mattah 
wid de choir Say, want to heah me sing? 

‘Int. ‘ Go ahead. 

DENNIS (rising to feet and trying to imitate grand 

opera). 


Love me little— 
Love me well— 
If love is heaven— 
Marriage is 


ALBRIGHT (jumping to feet and grabbing chair in a 
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threatening manner). Mr. White, kin I hit him jest 
once? 

DENNIS (facing ALBRIGHT). Who yo’ all talkin’ 
*bout hittin’, huh? 

ALBRIGHT. I ain’t mentionin’ no names, but his name 
am Dennis. 

DENNIS. Yo’ eber try hittin’ me yo’ ain’t livin’ long 
‘nough to write it in yo’ dairy. 

ALBRIGHT. Man, if I eber hits yo’ somebody am goin’ 
be pattin’ a spade right ober whar yo’ face am s’posed 
to be. 

DENNIS (taking a step toward ALBRIGHT). Look heah, 
big boy, yo’ am broadcastin’ on a entirely too much ob a 
wave length. 

ALBRIGHT (taking a step toward DENNIS). Yes, an’ 
yo’ am goin’ to be receivin’ it on de same wave length 
right in yo’ eye! 

INT. (rising and quickly stepping between them). 
Stop! Aren’t you boys absolutely ashamed of such 
actions? Sit down and behave yourselves. 

Dennis. Well, dey ain’t nobody no time no place goin’ 
tune in on me like dat. I’se tellin’ yo’ 

Int. Now, now 

ALBRIGHT. An’ I’se tellin’ yo’ he ain’t goin’ shoot no 

loud speaker stuff at me! 
— Int. Sitdown! (They back up to chairs and glare at 
one another.) Sit DOWN! (They both drop into chairs 
simultaneously. INTERLOCUTOR turns to audience.) Mr. 
Joe Cater will now offer for your approval a song entitled 
—entitled (Turning to CATER.) What was it you 
were to sing? 

CaTER. I weren’t to sing nothin’. I were goin’ to 
speech 

INT. (correcting him). Speak. 

CaTER. I were goin’ to speak a speech —— 

Int. (correcting). Speak a piece. 

CaTEr. Peak a spiece 

Int. Piece! piece! 

CATER. Ye countrymen! As I were a-sayin’, I were 
goin’ to spiece a peak 
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Int. No! no! Speak a piece! 

Cater. Ain’t dat what I said? 

Int. No; you said spiece a peak when you should 
have said, “‘ Peak a peach ’—I mean, “ Piece a peak ’— 
“Speak a peak”—(Becoming desperate.) “Seek a 
peach % 

Cater. Wait a minute, wait a minute. Git yo’ tongue 
off’n yo’ eyetooth an’ yo’ kin see what yo’ is sayin’. Now, 
I’se goin’ to shove it in low geah an’ go kinda easy-like 
an’ say it: JI—is—goin’—to—speech a piece. Dere, 
how’s dat? | 

INT. (shrugging shoulders despairingly resumes chair). 
All right, go ahead. 


(CATER takes center of stage, bows and then talks over 
Shoulder to INTERLOCUTOR. ) 


Catcr. De name ob dis piece am called, “ Hog Latin.” 
Int. We are not interested in the title. Go ahead and 
recite. 


(Ca“ER bows again and again talks to INTERLOCUTOR 
over h:s shoulder.) 


Catr :. Dis were written by me. (Turns to audtence 
and bows. Then talks again to INTERLOCUTOR.) An’ 
dis were wrotin’ by me. (Bows to audience. Then to 
INTERLOCUTOR.) An’ it were rotten by me, 

INT. (tmpattently). Speak, speak! 

CaTerR. All right, heah goes. But I’se tellin’ yo’ 
Shake-a-speare nor Jooly Ceasar nor no odder poultry 
maker is got anythin’ on me. (Bows to audience and re- 
cites very dramatically. ) 


De night were very, very dark, an’ de moon shine bright ; 

It were still like a boiler shop, 

When Rose, de daughter ob her only father 

Took out the hogs some slop. 

The seared sing in de cottonwood tree, “ Caw! 
aw!” 

Jest like a whippo’will do. 

An’ de hogs dey grunt like Rose’s ol’ man 

When he try to pull on his shoe. 


| 
| 
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An’ dey folded dere tents like de fortune tellers 
An’ silent-like steal away, __ 

An’ Rose she sang ’cause she don’t gib a dang 
What happen anyway. 

So de night it fall but it didn’t break, 

An’ de day it break but it didn’t fall, 

An’ Rose wiped a tear from un’er her nose 
When she heared de soft voice ob her sweetheart bawl.. 
’Cause he lubbed her an’ she lubbed him, 

An’ wheneber she went to slop de hogs 

It sho made her lonesome fo’ her Jim. 

Well, one day when Jim were stewed to de gills 
Dey got married, did Jim an’ Rose, 

But when it come to leavin’ de hogs 

Rose wiped a tear from un’er her nose. 

Dey was happy togedder fo’ mo’ den a week, 
An’ den she baked Jim a pie. 

He ett a piece an’ turned up his toes, 

An’ said, “I guess I’ll die.” 

Dey buried him on de hill one night, 

An’ built a mon’ment out’n some logs, 

An’ Rose wiped a tear from un’er her nose 

An’ went back to slop de hogs. She did. *: 


(CATER bows and backs to chair and sits.) 


BENDER. Now dat’s what I calls real poultry, I do. 

Int. Not poultry, Mr. Bender. 

BENDER. Yo’ heared me, didn’t yo’? I said poultry. 

Int. You mean poetry. 

BENDER. No, sah; if I’d mean po’try, I’d said po’try. 
Now what dat man jest pulled were poultry. 

Int. But poultry is fowl. 

BENDER (holding nose significantly). Well? 

ALBRIGHT. Say, Mr. White, I got a good one. 

Int. Spring it. 

ALBRIGHT. Spring it? It ain’t a mousetrap. 

Int. Then what is it? 

ALBRIGHT. Kin yo’ all tell me why am a man what 
hab seed de Niag’ra Falls an’ a man what ain’t seed de 
Niag’ra Falls am like a ham sandwich? 
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Int. Let me see. Why is a man who has seen the 
Niagara Falls and a man who has not seen the Niagara 
Falls like a ham sandwich. 

ALBRIGHT. Uh, uh. 

Int. That’s pretty deep. 

ALBRIGHT. So am Niag’ra Falls. 

Int. (thinking). I-—I do not know why the two men 
would be like a ham sandwich. 

ALBRIGHT. Easy, one hand. One man hab seed de 
mist an’ de odder man hab missed de scene. See? 

INT. Yes, that part of it is all right. But what has 
the ham sandwich got to do with it? | 

ALBRIGHT. Dat’s whar yo’ bite. 

INT. (rises and quickly steps forward announcing). 
Mr. Dennis will sing the latest song hit entitled (Name 
one of the latest popular peppy hits.) 


(DENNIS takes front center with alacrity reaching there 
just in time to take up first note of song. Reaching 
center before the orchestra has finished the introduction 
necessitates the soloist standing in an embarrassing post- 
tion for a time with nothing to do. At finish of song he 
uses good judgment in acknowledging applause. He 
should never appear too eager to render an encore. 
Dialogue is taken up quickly after applause subsides.) 


INT. (noticing DENNIS picking imaginary specks care- 
fully from his coat). Why are you all dressed up this 
evening, Mr. Dennis? 

DENNIS. Whom, me? 

Int. Yes. 

Dennis. Ain’t yo’ heared ’bout it? 

Int. About what? 

Dennis. Man, yo’ ought to read de spo’t page once 
to while. . 

Int. Why, what have I missed? 

Dennis. Me. I ups an’ asks mah gal a fool question. 

Int. Yes. 

Dennis. Dat’s jest what she said, an’ now I got to 
git married. 

Int. I offer you my congratulations, 
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Dennis. ’Grat’lations? Mr. White, when a man gits 
married he don’t need ’grat’lations. What yo’ should 
offer a married man am symp’thy. 

Int. By the way, I saw you on the street yesterday 
with a lady. 

Dennis. Dat wasn’t no lady. Dat were de gal I’se 
goin’ to marry. 

Int. Where is your fiancée from? 

Dennis. Whar am mah what-yo’-call-it who? 

Int. Your fiancée. Your girl. 

Dennis. Oh, mah gal? She am from Pittsburgh. 

ALBRIGHT (interrupting). Holy smoke! 

Int. From Pittsburgh, eh? So she is city bred? 

DENNIS. No, country sausage. 

INT. How did you come to propose to her? 

DENNIS. I didn’t come to perpose to her; she ketched 
up with me. 

Int. I mean, how did you propose? 

DENNIS. I didn’t perpose a-tall. She jest standed me 
up in de co’ner an’ at last I said yes. Ef I’d said “ No” 
she a-strangled me. 

Int. Is she marrying you for better or for worse? 

Dennis. Wall, she done said if I’d be any better 
she’d be afeared I’d die an’ if I were any worse she’d 
kill me. 

Int. How long have you been contemplating taking a 
wife? 

Dennis. How long I been nickleplatin’ what? 

Int. Contemplating, contemplating! 

DENNIS. Say, yo’ ain’t cussin’ me, am yo’? 

Int. Of course not. I said, how long have you been 
thinking about taking a wife? 

DENNIS. Quite some time, quite some time. But 
hones’ to goodness, Mr. White, de longer I think *bout it 
de mo’ dang’rous it looked takin’ a wife. At las’ I jest 
figure out to leave de wives alone an’ git a single gal. 

Int. Can you tell me why it is that the girl always 
takes the name of the man she marries? 

Dennis. She might as well. She sho takes every- 
thin’ else. | 
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INT. (steps quickly front center and starts to an 
nounce). A solo by 

ALBRIGHT. Ha, ha, ha-—— 

INT. (turning quickly to ALBRIGHT). What’s the idea? 

ALBRIGHT. Jest thunk ’bout it. Ha, ha! It were de 
funniest thin’ I] eber seed. 

Int. What was? 

ALBRIGHT. Dere were a weddin’ nex’ do’ to me las’ 
night. 

Int. That right? 

ALBRIGHT. Yep. ’I'were a wooden weddin’, 

Int. Who got married? 

ALBRIGHT. Two Poles. 

INT. (turns laughingly back to audience). A_ solo, 
“The Last Rose of Summer,” by Harry DeVance. 


(INTERLOCUTOR resumes seat while orchestra plays i- 
troduction. Soloist takes center and sings.) 


Song. 
’Tis the last rose of summer, 
Left blooming alone; 
All her lovely companions 
Are faded and gone; 


Chorus. 


No flower of her kindred, 
No rosebud is nigh, 

To reflect back her blushes, 
Or give sigh for sigh. 


Song. 
T’ll not leave thee, thou lone one, 
To pine on the stem; 
Since the lovely are sleeping, 
Go sleep, thou with them. 
Chorus. 


Thus kindly I scatter 
Thy leaves o’er the bed. - 
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Where thy mates of the garden 
Lie scentless and dead. 


Song. 


So soon may I follow, 

When friendships decay, 

And from love’s shining circle 
The gems drop away ; 


Chorus. 


When true hearts lie withered, 
And fond ones have flown, 
Oh, who would inhabit 

This bleak world alone! 


(Soloist acknowledges applause by bowing and at the 
same time stepping backward to char. If applause war- 
rants it the soloist should step center again and sing first 
verse and chorus, accompanied by entire circle. At finish 
he resumes seat as before and 1s more reticent about 
rendering another encore.) 


Dennis. Now, dat’s what I calls pretty doggone good. 
Ain't so, Mr. White? 

Int. I agree with you, Mr. Dennis, and your appro- 
bation is very flattering, and at the same time well 
founded. Furthermore, coming as it does from one so 
well versed in the ethical psychology of lyrical composi- 
tions its value is beyond any attempt of mine at elucida- 
tion. 

Dennis (after blinking his eyes with an absolute lack 
of understanding). Why, ob co’se, ob co’se. An’ speak- 
in’ ob insects, how’s yo’ aunt? 

Int. Which aunt? , 

DENNIS. De old one, antique? 

Int. She left for the South last week. To Georgia, 
I think, — 

Dennis. Dat’s whar I’se from. 

Int. Georgia? 

DENNIs. Geo’gia; way down in Geo’gia. 
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Int. Well, well. Yes, my aunt went there for her 
health. Perhaps you can tell me if Georgia possesses a 
healthful climate? 

Dennis. I[’ll say she do. Geo’gia sho did put me on 
mah feet. 

ALBRIGHT (interrupting). Yeah, an’ fo’ de Lawd’s 
sake, take a look at dem feet, too! 

DENNIS (glaring at ALBRIGHT). An’ don’t yo’ go 
makin’ no perf’ratin’ remahks ’bout mah lowah ’strem- 
ities. "Cause dey do sometimes rise up in anger an’ if 
dey do yo’ is liable to be right in de way when dey 
starts risin’. 

Int. (to DENNIS). So Georgia put you on your feet? 

DENNIS. Yo’ bet yo’ shiny rubbah collah it did jest 
dat. Why, man, when IJ arribed in Geo’gia I were so 
weak I couldn’t walk fo’ feet, an’ I couldn’t eat nothin’ 
but milk. Dey had to lift me in an’ out ob mah bed. 
Boy, I were weak. Yes, suh, when I arribed in Geo’gia I 
jest couldn’t help mahself a-tall. 

Int. That is certainly encouraging. How old were 
you when you arrived in Georgia? 

Dennis. I were born dere. 

Int. (laughs). Ill admit that once I bit. But I have 
heard that Georgia possesses a wonderfully healthful 
climate. 

DeNNIs. It sho do. Does yo’ know dat down whar I 
lived dey had to shoot a man to start a graveyahd. 
Fact! 

Int. Arid you were raised there? 

DENNIS. Once. 

Int. What do you mean, once? 

DENNIS. Dey raised me once but de rope busted, 

Int. Did you take offense? 

DENNIS. How come? 

Int. I say, did you take offense? 

Dennis. I didn’t take no fence. It were fo’ stealin’ 
chickens. 

Int. So! Well, you ought to hang for that. Any- 
- body that steals ought to pay the penalty, 

Dennis. I paid de judge. 
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Int. How much was your fine? 

DENNIS. Fo’teen dollahs. 

Int. And how many chickens did you have? 

DENNIS. Fo’teen. 

Int. Why, he charged you just one dollar apiece, 
didn’t he? ' 

DENNIs. Dat’s what made me so doggone mad. 
Skinny little things. Dey wasn’t worth no dollah apiece. 
Dey wasn’t worth no mo’ den two bits apiece. Ebery 
one ob dem had one long leg an’ one short leg. 

InT. How peculiar. What do you think would cause 
a chicken to have one long leg and one short leg? 

DENNIS. Dat’s a berry hilly country down dere. 

Int. Yes, but 

Dennis. An’ de chickens git dat way from walkin’ 
on de side ob de hill all de time. 

Int. Sort of a rolling country, eh? 

Dennis. Rollin’ country? Yo’ sho said a chinful. 
Dere ain’t a bettah crap rollin’ country no place. But 
*tain’t no good a-tall fo’ chickens. 

Int. Well, I don’t feel sorry for you one bit. Any- 
body who would steal chickens 

Dennis. But, listen heah, boss, I didn’t stole dem 
chickens. | 

Int. You didn’t steal them? Then why ——? 

DENNIS. It were like dis: Mr. Johnsing what lived 
right nex’ to we’uns went away an’ fo’got to shet his 
hencoop. An’ pretty soon a big snowstorm come up 

Int. A big snowstorm in Georgia? 

DENNIS. Oh, yes; dis were a bad summer ——~ 

Int. A big snowstorm in the summer? 

Dennis. Did I say summer? Dat were a long time 
ago an’ I kinda fo’gits. Anyway, de hencoop were open 
an’ de rain was a-beatin’ in 

Int. Wait a minute. You said it was a snowstorm. 

Dennis. Did I say snow? Sho as shottin’ I got a po’ 
mem’ry. But as I were sayin’, jest as quick as I seed 
dat de hencoop were on fire 

Int. You didn’t say anything about the hencoop 
burning. 
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(Quartette.) 

sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 

(Solosst.) 

She set on mah lap an’ bent mah spine; 
(Quartette.) 

sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 

(Chorus by quartette.) 

Fare thee well, fare thee well, 

Fare thee well, mah choc’late drop; 

An’ I grab mah only shirt 

An’ [ hit fo’ No’thern dirt; 

sing Polly-wolly-doodle lidel op. 


(Soloist. ) 
Tried to git mah arms aroun’ mah queen, 
(Quartette.) 
sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Soloist. ) 
It were jest like huggin’ a submarine; 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Soloist.) 
Dat gal am got a race track size, 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Soloist. ) 
I walks aroun’ her fo’ exercise; 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Chorus by quartette.) 
Fare thee well, fare thee well, 
Fare thee well, mah sugar cane; 
Her eyes dey hypnotize me, 
But her size done petrifies me; 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle lidel aine. 


(Soloist. ) 
We set in de hammock un’er de tree, 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
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(Soloist. 
When de hammock bust an’ she fall fo’ me; 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Soloist. ) 
We got ingaged on dat night in June; 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Solotst.) 
I had to buy de ring what’s ’round de moon; 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Chorus by quartette.) 
Fare thee well, fare thee well, 
Fare thee well, mah Coal Black Queen; 
Yo’ heart may need some fixin’ 
When I cross de Mason Dixon; 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle lidel een. 


(Soloist.) 
De weddin’ were to be in de settin’ Toom ; 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Soloist. ) 
She were de bridle an’ I were de broom; 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Soloist.) 
De dress she wore on dat great event, 
(Quartette. ) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Soloist. ) 
Was modeled aftah a circus tent; 
(Quartette. ) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Chorus by quartette.) 
Fare thee well, fare thee well, 
Fare thee well, mah Coffee Cream; 
Yo’ was meant fo’ exhibition, 
But I’se on a diff’rent mission; 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle lidel een. 
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(Soloist.) 
Jest as de pahson went to kiss de bride; 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day ; 
(Solotst.) 
She opened her mouth an’ he fell inside; 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Solotst.) 
I quit right dere, so ends mah tale; 
(Quartette.) 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Solotst.) 
I won’t be Jonah an’ marry no whale! 
(Quartette.) 


Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all de day. 
(Chorus by quartette.) 

Fare thee well, fare thee well, 

Fare thee well, mah Po’k an’ Beans; 

I beats it right away 

On dat awful weddin’ day; 

Sing Polly-wolly-doodle lidel een. 


(At finish the quartette bows and resume seats. If the 
applause warrants an encore the quartette seriously take 
center and without orchestra accompaniment they strike 
up a harmonizing note, ending abruptly after singing 
only a half dozen notes. Then bow and quickly take 
seats.) 


Int. Mr. Dennis, didn’t you have something to say on 
the subject of gambling? 

Dennis. Uh, uh. Jest a few words on mah mind 
what I’d like pow’ful much to unload. 

Int. You have my permission. 

Dennis (taking front center). Women an’ gen’men, 
an’ any odders what might ax’dently be heah in de con- 
gregation: dere am somethin’ wigglin’ ’roun’ mighty pow’- 
ful-like in mah soul dat am yearnin’ an’ yearnin’ to be 
expounded to de unhabitunts ob dis heah uniberse. Some- 
thin’ dat hab brung darkness ob night into de millyuns 
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an’ hunderds ob homes heah, dere an’ eberywhar. An’ 
what am dis great monster what hab wagged its tail in de 
midst ob a happy worl’ an’ cremated so much evil an’ 
mis’ry hereby, herewid, derefrom an’ so goes it? I'll tell 
yo’ what monster dis am. It am dat reptile, Gamblin’. 
Gamblin’, mah frien’s, am de curse ob de uniberse, jest de 
same as when de pyr’mids was built on de Erie Canal in 
fo’teen ninety-two. From den on down through de ages 
an’ up to de time when de Fountain ob Youth were dis- 
cobered at de Boston Tea Party it hab been one ob de 
worsetest holdbacks to de adwance ob cibilization. I 
ain’t sayin’ nothin’ a-tall ’gainst playin’ games fo’ de fun 
ob it, but don’t cheat. It’s am gittin’ so dat checkers am 
‘bout de only game any mo’ what am played on de square. 
(During this talk ALBRIGHT has nonchalantly produced a 
large pair of dice and is quietly playing a solitaire game 
of craps. At first, BENDER, who 1s seated next to him, 
appears uninterested, but soon his uninterest changes to 
interest and he bends lower and lower over the dice.) 
Hist’ry done tells us dat de fust time dat dey tried to stop 
gamblin’ was when a pair o’ dice was taken away from 
Adam. An’ den come billerd tables an’ pool tables an’ 
time tables. (ALBRIGHT and BENDER have quietly shpped 
to their knees and are having a two-handed crap game 
which has caught the eye of CATER at the other end of 
the circle. His eyes become focused on the alluring game 
and he 1s ignorant of all else that 1s going on around him.) 
How ’bout High, Low, Jack an’ de Game? How ’bout 
de Ace, an’ de Deuce, an’ de lovely Queen? An’ how 
‘bout de Ace, King, Queen, Jack an’ de Ten? De best 
safety raiser in de worl’. (Jt has become too much for 
CaTER and he tiptoes across stage and gets in the crap 
game all unknown to Dennis. The INTERLOCUTOR 
watches them with some displeasure.) An’ den come de 
hoss races. If mah mem’ry ain’t doin’ me no unjestice I 
done recall dat de fust race track were brung ober from 
England in de yeah ob eighteen ninety-’leben, 8. c. Dat 
means befo’ C’lumbus. ‘Bout de same time when mos’ 
ob dese gen’men—(As he refers to the circle he half 
turns and catches a glimpse of the crap game.) dese 
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gen’mens—(gets another glimpse of the game)—bout 
de same time dese gen’men (He tries to tgnore the 
game and bravely faces the audience, but there seems to 
be something magnetic there and it 1s almost tmpossible 
for him to keep his eyes elsewhere. He almost braces 
himself as he again addresses the audience.) AsI were 
expoundin’, gamblin’ am de cause ob de downfall ob mo’ 
den one great man. Look at Jooly Skeezer when he took 
de interooben street car to de palace ob Cleopatrick. 
(The game again attracts his attention and he uncon- 
sciously takes a step tn that direction.) Didn’t Cleo- 
patrick point her finger at Jooly Skeezer an’ said, “ Be 
gone from mah bungaloo, ye knave, befo’ I raise de 
deuce.” Didn’t she? Obco’se she did. (Takes another 
step towards game.) An’ didn’t Jooly Skeezer said, “ Yo’ 
Highnesses, baby needs a new pair ob shoes, so come yo’ 
seben.” Didn’t he? Ob co’se he did. (One of the 
players very loudly rattles a number of coins on the floor. 
DENNIS, with a wild dig into his pockets for money, makes 
a flying leap and lands amongst the players, at the same 
time grabbing the dice for a throw.) 

INT. (to players). Gentlemen. (No response from 
them.) Gentlemen! (No response.) Gentlemen! (The 
game is getting more exciting and he 1s not heard. He 
calls in a very loud voice.) GENTLEMEN! (They 
look up, and then stand. The INTERLOCUTOR rises and 
announces.) The finale by the entire company. 


(The orchestra starts immediately playing “ Dixie 
Land.” The entire company stand and sing. One, two, 
or all the ends dance back and forth across the stage. 
Singing and dancing given in a snappy manner.) 


Song. 


Thus ends our attempt at bringing laughter, 
That’s the thing that we were after; 

Now we're goin’, 

Now we're goin’, 

Now we're goin’ 

To Dixie Land. 
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With the Dixie tune we started in 
And now we're right back there again, 
And we're glad 

You’re not mad 

You’re not sad 

With Dixie Land. 


(Orchestra quickly changes over to “ Good-night, 
Ladies,” and circle sings.) 


Just a minute, 
Just a minute, 
Just a minute, 
Excuse us for a while. 


(The curtain drops at once so that it reaches the floor 
just as the singing stops but while the orchestra is still 
playing. As the curtain call is acknowledged the four 
end-men are again in the crap game having a riotous time, 
two or three of them flourishing razors of immense size. 
The circle, with the exception of the end-men, smilingly 
bow to audience. The curtain is let down immediately 
while orchestra plays a crash-bang finish.) 


THE ENp. 
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